No. 266. December 21,1710
Returning home this evening a little before my usual hour, I scarce .had. seated myself in my easy-chair, stirred the fire and stroked my cat, but I heard somebody come rumbling upstairs. I saw my door opened, and a human figure advancing towards me, so fantastically put together, 'twas some minutes before I discovered it to be my old and intimate friend Sam Trusty.1 Immediately I rose up, and placed him in my own seat, a compliment I pay to few. The first thing he uttered was, " Isaac, fetch me a cup of your cherry brandy before you offer to ask me any question." He drank a lusty draught, sat silent for some time, and at last broke out: " I am come," quoth he, " to insult thee for an old fantastic dotard as thou art in ever defending the women. I have this evening visited two widows, who are now in that state I have often heard you call an after-life:2 I suppose you mean by it an existence which grows out of past entertainments, and is an untimely delight in the satisfactions which they once set their hearts upon too much to be ever able to relinquish. Have but patience," continued he, "till I give you a succinct account of my ladies, and of this night's adventure. They are much of an age, but very different in their characters : the one of them, with all the advances which years have made upon her, goes on in a certain romantic road of love and friendship which she fell into in her teens; the other has transferred the amorous passions of her first years to the love of cronies, pets and favourites, with which she is always surrounded ; but the genius of each of them will best appear by the
1  Perhaps Jabez Hughes, brother of John Hughes.    A letter by the latter in No. 73 is signed "Will Trusty."
2  Cf. Spectator, No. 306, where a young lady who had been disfigured by smallpox, says, " I was taken off in the prime of youth, and according to the course of nature may have forty years' after-life to come/'
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